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literary gossip. Among other things he told me that X.
seriously advanced the proposition that his new sonnets were
better than Shakespeare's. On Saturday we went to Bertie
Sullivan's for tea., and went down among the yachts again.
Sullivan told me that I could get a loo-ton trading ketch all
transformed and well finished into a yacht for £3,500, and that
it would cost less than £1,000 a year to run. Considering that
I could make more than £1,000 a year out of it in articles, and
that also I could do all my ordinary writing on board, I deter-
mined to have it. Robert Nichols gave me Henry James's
copy of the Fowlers' translation of Lucian in 4 vols. Looking
through these volumes in bed last night, I found that the only
part of which the leaves were cut was the Dialogues of Courtesans.
Swinnerton and I agreed this morning that it was a very pretty
problem whether these leaves were cut by Henry James or by
Robert. Swinnerton left this morning in lovely weather.
Yesterday at 11.45 a-m- I finished the writing of my play,
provisionally entitled " Caspo ". S. read it and is very pleased
with it.
Comarques, Tuesday, April 20th.
Yesterday I wrote the explanatory matter for the play " Caspo ",
and to-day I almost decided to call it " The Bright Island ".
Also I reflected and decided upon the theme and general plot
of my next play (for Eadie). To-night, drawn thereto by a
reference to Rossetti's sonnet " The last days of my life " in
Blunt's diaries,1 I read the same. Exceeding fine. Also a
number of other sonnets in " The House of Life ". Also some
Francis Thompson, chiefly about girls' love. These things gave
me the idea that I might conclude my next play with something
very fine about love.
London, Thursday, April 2gth.
I came to London on Tuesday and went to the dentist who
threatened me with wholesale extractions, as several teeth were
exuding pus.
Tuesday dined with Duff Tayler and went to " As You Like
It" at Hammersmith, with Athene Seyler, Playfair, Herbert
Marshall, and Malleson in the cast, and found it thoroughly
good.   In spite of much fatigue and dentistry (including an
1 Wilfrid Scawen Blunt, "My Diaries, 1888-1914".
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